EGO 4                                   [1939
Aug. 8       Nouveaux Contes Scabreuoc, No. 8. About a young
Tuesday,   man who suffers from an incurable diseuse con-
tracted in Paris.
Aug. 9           Jock has given me the   Dramatic Essays of
Wednesday.    Leigh Hunt, inscribed :
To the stressed James
from the jaded Jock
in the high wet summer
of 1939
Apropos, I was telling Jock the other day how, though
desperately craving it, I would not allow my tailor to make
me a purple velvet bridge-jacket for the negligible sum of
thirty-six guineas. " This,5' said I, " proves that I am not a
spendthrift on the grand scale." Jock said, " Your mistake
is to think ye're a giant like Balzac. Ye're a small-size
Leigh Hunt."
Aug. 10       Two letters with a Scotch atmosphere :
Thursday.
160 Goldhurst Terrace
Hampstead, N.W.Q
August 2nd, 1939
DEAR MR JAMES AGATE,
Armed with a carefully chosen bag of books I recently
sought a peaceful holiday amidst the heather and in-
clemencies of Scotland, and whilst in Aberdeen met a braw
Scots farmer who had come in from the wilds of Sutherland-
shire for the Agriculture Show. He was a weatherbeaten
sixty, with transparent ears, a craggy cranium, and a per-
petual expression of gloom which would have delighted the
heart of Charles Dickens.
Conversation was difficult (due no doubt to my inability
to appreciate the beauties of ploughs and mechanical milk-
maids when ankle-deep in glutinous Scots mud), until he
espied the book beneath iny arm.
HE (accusingly). Ye're r-r-reading a booooook.
ME (with immense superiority). Ego 3. James Agate.
HE   (almost smiling).   James  Agate!    Och  aye! 1
Weeeeel!! !
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